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1.

Narcissa had just sat down to her steaming mug of rooibos tea and was waiting for it to steep when she heard a knock at the door. ‘If that’s the delivery guy, I’m going to put a hex on him for disturbing me again,’ she thought. Another knock at the door.

She rocked her way out of her easy chair to answer it.

"Belinda?" Narcissa asked, amazed. There in the doorway was her posh, perfect little sister. The same sister she'd hardly seen since she got married to a billionaire. And here she was, wearing an expensive poison green dress and a look of despair.

“Can I come in?” Belinda asked. Narcissa waved her in, resuming her seat in her easy chair. If there was one thing that the solitary life of a witch provided, it was consistency. Narcissa liked her routine, loved it actually. And she wasn’t going to deviate from it just for prodigal sisters. Belinda stood, a little awkwardly, eyeing the tea on the table beside Narcissa. Narcissa offered Belinda a seat on the sofa across from her. The offer of tea would be conditional on what Belinda had to say.

“So…” Narcissa said.

"Will is cheating on me!" Belinda whimpered, then burst into tears. Obviously, her little sister had held in her emotions for exactly as long as she could manage, which wasn't long. Narcissa still had no idea what Will Bates, one of the richest men in the Western Hemisphere, had seen in the fragile, flighty, and fickle Belinda. But then, the motivations of most of the rabble were a mystery to Narcissa.

“Are you sure?” Narcissa asked.

“Yes,” Belinda croaked, wiping away tears with her palms to keep from ruining her manicure. “He’s got some girl on the side. A call girl. He’s so clueless he even paid her with one of the accounts we use for the Bates Foundation.”

“Bastard,” Narcissa said, not entirely ready to rush to her sister’s aid but willing at least to condemn her cheating husband. Narcissa had never thought highly of Will, though she could say the same of Belinda too. And the feeling was mutual. The sisters had never been close, even as children. The proof was the one-bedroom ranch house in Albany that Narcissa resided in, while little Belinda lived in a palace in Manhattan.

“What am I supposed to do?” Belinda pleaded.

“Seems like a divorce is probably in order,” said Narcissa flatly.

“I can’t do that,” Belinda replied. “The Foundation…”

“Right, well, better let him keep getting away with it then,” Narcissa said. Belinda palmed away the tears which were coming as a gusher now.

“Don’t be cruel,” Belinda spat.

“Why? I told you not to marry him,” Narcissa said.

“You’re right,” she said. “I just thought it would be different than this. But lately, it’s like we’re business partners or something. He hardly looks at me at all.”

"Well, that's usually the way it goes with men like Will. When they can have any woman they want, why stick with just one? He's giving in to his urges. Nothing more natural than that."

Narcissa had nothing but praise for the great Lucifer who taught that mortals should be free from the constraints of so-called morality. It was all a farce anyway. Of course, being a goody goody, this was little comfort to Belinda. Which was sort of the point. Narcissa had urges too, and seeing her little sister suffering was one of them. But as much as Narcissa enjoyed twisting the knife, there was a point where it became too much. You’ve got to spread the suffering around, after all. There was pleasure in that.

“So why come to me?” Narcissa asked. “Why after all this time?”

“Isn’t there something you can do?” Belinda asked.

“You want me to use my magic? You? Since when do you approve? I thought you said you don’t believe in that sort of thing.”

“I don’t, ordinarily,” Belinda admitted. “But I’m desperate. I’ll do anything.”

“What did you have in mind?” Narcissa asked.

“Punish him. Make him see what he’s doing to me by letting him see things from my side.”

Narcissa scratched the tip of her chin with her pinky nail.

“A change in perspective, eh? Yes, I could see that. Could be fun.”

“I can pay you,” Belinda said.

“Of course you can, but you won’t have to. I’ll get the money in my own way.”

“So, you’ll do it?” Belinda asked. Narcissa leaned back in her easy chair, took the mug of tea from the side table, and took a long, contemplative sip.

“Sure, what the hell? It’s about time Will got taken down a peg. And I’ve got just the way to do it. I’m going to take away the one thing he values most.”

“His money?” Belinda asked.

“No, honey,” Narcissa replied. “His penis.”


2.

"Knock, knock," came the voice on the other side of the door. Who's there? Will might have asked, but it was a tired trope anyway, and besides, he was late. He needed to get on with this and get back to work.

"Come in," Will said, looking up from examining his cuticles to watch Lorena enter in high heels, big round sunglasses, and a trenchcoat; the uniform of a prostitute trying to appear incognito. "A trench coat, really?"

“What?” Lorena said. “You don’t like it? I promise you’ll like what’s underneath.”

“Show me,” Will said.

“What’s your hurry?” Lorena replied, trying to sound coy instead of annoyed.

“I’m keeping my stockholders waiting,” Will said.

“You get richer every minute.”

“Well, for the time you’re with me, so do you. You want to use that time efficiently, to make the most of it, right?”

“Fine, fine,” Lorena said, undoing the sash around her waist and letting the trenchcoat fall to the floor. Standing there in a black diaphanous bra with matching panties she was at the ready for Will’s command. 

"Come over here," he said, admiring her approach from the chair in the corner of the room. With the blinds drawn, the shadows accentuated her perfect curves. When she drew close enough, he reached up to touch her between her legs. She admired her legs, her hips. He even admired the bush which her panties did nothing to hide. Some men preferred the clean-shaven look, but Will admired a woman with a little bit of a muff. It made her that much more fragrant on those occasions when he got her juices flowing and wanted to feel that hair on his lips and chin. Today though, there wasn't time for that. He was the one on a deadline, and that meant he got to call the shots.

“Give me your foot,” Will said. Lorena raised her calf to let Will slide the black pump off her foot. He did the same with the other, placing both shoes carefully in a pair on the floor beside the chair. “On your knees, please.”

Lorena did as instructed, bending gracefully to position herself closer to Will's crotch. His slacks alone probably cost more than a thousand dollars, the fabric the finest available from Milan or Paris. She felt the fine on her fingertips as she moved from his thigh up to his growing erection. Men's cocks are somehow better when they know how to present them, she thought. And Will had style. That, and the fact that Will was something of a genius, made her eager for him. He rubbed her cheek gently with the back of his hand, petting her like she was his favorite pet: noble, patient, loyal.

“You really do look fantastic,” Will said. “Did I tell you that already?”

“No,” Lorena replied.

“Well, you do. They should have been the first words out of my mouth when you walked in the door.”

Appeased, Lorena smiled. He had a silver tongue when he chose to use it. Now it was time for Lorena to use her own. She gently unzipped him, liberating his massive erection. Most women didn't realize that geeky computer wiz Will Bates was hung like a stallion, but as a professional who made her living servicing powerful men, Lorena realized it immediately before she ever saw his cock. The really big ones don't have to hide behind false bravado. They get straight to the point because they know they can.

Will scooted himself closer to the edge of the chair and watched as Lorena took him in her mouth. This was the part he liked best. Not the moment when she wrapped her pillowy lips around his shaft but the moment immediately after when she would meet his eye and smile up at him. He brushed the bangs from her eyes to see it. That moment when she wordlessly thanked him. She was at work, sure. It was a transaction and they both knew it, but she wanted it too. She was eager, grateful. That grin, the sly little smile as she feasted on his manhood made his rock-hard cock twitch a little. She was enjoying herself as she wrapped her tongue around his thick shaft, and he enjoyed the way that she enjoyed it. Letting his head roll back, Will cycled through all their history together as she pleasured him. The first time they'd fucked in the shower; the pictures she'd sent him of her spreading herself on the toilet, which he made her delete; the time he'd rammed her hard in the back of the limo. Other women's faces flitted through his mind too, of course. He was a guy. But every time he'd start to think of some other woman, the gentle strokes of her tongue would lull him back. He was happy with Lorena. She was warm and sexy, and the way she got on her knees before him made him sure that she was loyal. All he had to do was make sure Belinda never learned about this one and everything would be okay.

He finished in her mouth, spraying her palette and letting his gooey fluids slide down the back of her throat.

"Here," Will said, reaching for the box of tissues on the table at his left-hand side. Lorena plucked a pair of tissues and let the pool of cum in her mouth slide into the white paper.

“So, where are you going for your anniversary?” Lorena asked.

“Antigua,” Will said, “why do you ask?”

“Can’t a girl ask where her favorite guy is taking his wife this year?”

“I didn’t expect it to be on your mind. It certainly isn’t on mine.”

Will handed Lorena her shoes. She put her hand on his knee to steady herself as she rose from her knees.

“Can we meet again before you go?” Lorena asked.

“We’ll have to see what my schedule is like this week, but I’d like to. If I can, we will.”

“No commitments, huh? No promises?”

Will shrugged. “It’s the nature of what this is. It’s the way our arrangement has to be. You know that.”

“Yeah, I get it,” Lorena said.

“You know you’re free to see other clients while I’m gone.”

“Thanks, I know that,” Lorena said. She did know it, and she did realize that Will was within his rights to be acting this way, but that didn’t make it any easier. Just because a girl does what she does for money, it doesn’t mean she doesn’t have feelings. Will obviously didn’t understand that. Putting on her shoes, she turned to go.

“Hey,” Will said, stuffing his shirt in his pants and zipping up. “Don’t leave mad. You know you’re my only girl on the side, right? Besides Belinda, you’re the only one.”

Lorena managed to smile at this. For a married man with billions at his disposal, what else could she expect? He could have dozens of girls with just a few clicks if that’s what he wanted. Even if she was his whore, it meant something to be his only whore. Not much. But something. Will wrapped his arms around her and pulled her into an embrace. She folded into him, allowing herself to be taken in by his comfort.

“Money’s on the car seat,” he said. “Spend it on something fun, huh?”

She drew her face closer for a kiss, but his eyes were already on his Apple Watch. Checking stocks. Yep, that figured. She pressed her lips to his, then walked out without another word. Bye, Will.

In the car, she imagined Belinda, welcoming him home after a long day with a kiss. He’d be absent, distant but trying to hide it. Because everything that he had to give, the affection and attention, had already been spent elsewhere. Spent on her. What Will had to give may not have been much, but at least all of it was hers. Or almost all. Most, anyway. She’d get the rest from him later, she told herself. She had no idea how right she was.


3.

Ring, ring.

Will’s head began to clear, making him aware that the sound was coming from inside the room and not inside of his mind. He felt for it, the smooth shiny surface of the device like a mirror. His fingers, were they his fingers? He felt two unfamiliar sensations at once. A strange pair of weights clung to his chest. He couldn’t see. The dark of the room was accented by a curtain of blonde hair hanging in front of his eyes. What the hell? 

With the back of his hand, Will brushed the hair from his eyes. It felt like a velvety waterfall and yielded like silk. Will sat up. Where am I? The phone continued to ring, but he couldn’t hear it now. The ringing in his ears was deafening. Something was wrong. He felt himself in the dark, his hands coming to rest on the two mounds of soft flesh on his chest. Breasts. Exquisite and perfectly round, they were held in place by a black lace bra.

Lorena. He tore back to the sheet to reveal what he already suspected. In place of his own body, he now stared down at Lorena's breasts, her flat stomach, her bush sprouting up from underneath the fabric of her panties. Lorena! He was somehow Lorena. He looked at his hands, examining them in amazement, feeling as shiver as those hands moved from the slope of his breasts to his perfectly sculpted stomach.

Still, the phone rang. Will turned over, grabbed a pillow from the bed, and covered his head with it. Bad dream. Go back to sleep and you'll wake up later. But even with the pillow muffling the sound he still couldn't escape the plaintive bleating of the phone on the bedside table. Dreams are strange, but they have a logic of their own. So, what does this one mean? He's in Lorena's body. He has her breasts, her hips, her fingertips, her hair, her face (presumably) and that means that he must also have her...sex. Is this some kind of Freudian expression of some unexplored desire? Vagina envy?

The phone wouldn't leave him alone. Will tossed the pillow to the floor, snatched the phone off the table, and checked the caller ID. Will B. He swiped his delicate finger to answer.

“Will?” asked a tentative, apprehensive voice that he recognized as his own. No, not his exactly. It was more like Will was trying to imitate a woman’s voice, a female register.

“Hello?” Will answered, in a voice still higher.

“What did you do?” the man on the other end of the call wanted to know.

“I didn’t do anything,” Will replied. “I’ve just been lying here.”

“Why did I wake up this morning with morning wood, Will?” Lorena asked. It must be Lorena. 

“We switched bodies,” Will concluded. “That’s got to be it.”

“Oh, I’m glad you're so confident in your diagnosis,” Lorena snorted. “How did we switch bodies?”

"I know as little as you do," Will answered, stoically calm despite the weirdness of the situation.

“Can you come over?” Lorena pleaded.

“How?” Will answered. “I don’t even know where I am.”

“You’re in my apartment,” said Lorena. “You have to be. You’re four blocks from the subway. Walk down Lincoln east and then take the A-train into the city and then get off at Washington Square. There’s that hotel where we met for drinks last year. The one with the cute little red brick facade. Do you remember it?”

“Yeah, I remember,” Will said.

“Will?” 

“Yeah?”

“Hurry.”

Will hung up, alone again in the silence. He tossed the phone on the bed beside him and ran his fingers over a face strangely smooth and unfamiliar.

Clothes. He had to find some clothes. Climbing out of bed, he crossed over to the window and pulled back the blinds. He was in Queens, somewhere. He turned to inspect the room. Plain, beige without much ornamentation. There was a small table with a mirror that Will figured must be used to apply makeup. Bending to lower his face to see himself, it was Lorena's face that stared back at him. Gone was the confident and sly sex appeal that he'd always seen that face wear. In its place was a scared little girl who had no idea who she was or why. Trinkets were hanging from the mirror. Will recognized one of them as the gold necklace he'd picked out from a shop in the diamond district. Ten large, and this is how she keeps it? It doesn’t matter, he told himself. Clothes, clothes are the priority.

He rummaged through the closet beside the makeup table. For someone in Lorena's line of work, she had surprisingly few outfits. Most of what she had was definitely high-end and meant to be worn as evening wear. Two little black dresses, a few more gowns, a nice women's business suit. But at the bottom of the closet was a cardboard box that contained a pair of sweatpants and a college sweatshirt from NYU. These would work. Will pulled these baggy items over his luscious assets, feeling a little bulkier and more like his normal self. A little bit, at least. The only shoes he could wear were a pair of Rainbow flip-flops which showed off the poison-green nail polish on his toes. Taking a few steps away from the mirror, he was able to figure out more or less what he looked like. Hair still hung in his face, but that didn't matter. He looked decently passable as a normal human woman. Now, out into the world.
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“What took you so long?” Lorena whined. Will did a double-take as his exact double stood there whimpering looking like he was about to break down sobbing.

“I got here as fast as I could,” Will answered haughtily.

“What are you wearing?” Lorena wanted to know.

“You think I’m going to wear your best dress and strolling down Madison Avenue? Come on. I’m here, now let’s figure this out. What happened?”

“You tell me. You’re supposed to be the genius.”

“You think programming gives me some kind of insight into how I now have breasts and a–”

“Pussy?” Lorena offered.

“That’s right,” Will said, a little timidly. “Well, I have no idea. No theories. No explanations. Nothing.”

“So, what does this mean?” Lorena asked.

“All we can do is try to move forward as best we can, right? You’ll just have to play me today and I’ll be you.”

“How am I supposed to be Will Bates? Everybody knows you, they’ll tell there’s something off about me, I know it.”

Will nodded. Surely someone was bound to think it strange the way that the richest man in the world was now swinging his hips like he was wearing a pair of heels. 

“Oh, god! Mark!” Lorena squealed.

“Who’s Mark?” Will asked.

“My client. We have a date tonight.”

“Well, that’s completely out of the question,” Will said. “Call him and cancel.”

"I can't cancel on him. He's one of my best clients and a very special guy."

Lorena got a faraway look when she mentioned him that Will couldn’t help but register.

"Fine. I'll call him and tell him I'm not feeling well and that we have to reschedule."

"Just be tactful," Lorena insisted. "Nothing stomach-related. And nothing about sex. I don't need him telling everyone that I have the clap."

“The clap? What are you a pornstar from the 70s?”

“Shut up, Will! This is serious.”

“Fine. I’ll send him a text. How’s that?” Will said.

“Good, okay. The number is in your phone under Mark F.”

“Alright, now listen. You don’t actually have to do that much to run things,” Will said. “The CFO runs the day-to-day, so most of what you’ll be doing is answering emails. Everything should be taken care of except– Belinda!”

“Oh, yeah. Her,” Lorena said, scowling.

“Don’t say her name like that. She’s my– I mean your wife. Did you see her this morning when you got out of bed?”

“No, she was already gone by the time I woke up.”

“Good, good. Okay, that’s fine. But you’ll have to see her at the board of directors meeting for the Foundation.”

“Why?” Lorena asked.

“She’s the co-chairman,” Will said. “You can’t avoid seeing her, so just, I don’t know. Act natural.”

“Uh-huh. And what are you going to do while I’m gone?”

“I don’t know. Wait for it to wear off. What else can I do?”

Lorena put a finger to her lip.

“Well, you’re going to need to learn a thing or two about dressing yourself if you think you can pass for me.”

“Why do I want to do that?” Will said.

“Because we don’t know how long this will last, and we’ll need to be prepared for any eventuality. Ooh, I know. I’ll order you some clothes from Saks and have them delivered to the room.”

“No, don’t bother with that,” Will said.

“It’s no problem,” Lorena said with a mischievous smile that looked out of place on Will Bates. “I’m good for it, remember? I’m a billionaire.”

“Ha, ha. Don’t take this as an opportunity to expand your wardrobe.”

“Me? You think this body is fitting in these dresses?” Lorena asked, holding up the phone with photos of women’s clothes on the screen. “These are all for you, honey.”

“Lorena,” Will warned.

“Relax, honey. I’ll just pick out a few things. You’ve already made more money than this since we’ve been talking. It’s nothing.”

"I don't want to wear women's clothes," Will objected, though privately he wasn't exactly so sure. Some part of him found the idea appealing or at least made him curious. What would this body look like dressed up the way that Lorena was the day before? Will had wondered many times what it must be like for women, to look sexy and feel sexy to have a man looking at them. But he quickly banished the thought.

“Don’t take this the wrong way, but you look like shit,” Lorena said. “Trust me, you’ll draw less attention if you stop insisting on looking frumpy. There,” she said, sending off the order with a flick of her finger. “New clothes are on their way. Now, as for your hair–”

“Lorena–”

“I know you can’t do a thing with it, and that’s not your fault. But we can fix that. I’ll have a hairdresser come by to set it all up for you.”

“Lorena,” Will said again.

“What?” she asked.

“Don’t you have something else you need to be doing?”

“Oh,” Lorena looked as if she suddenly realized that she wasn’t the only one in someone else’s body. “Right, okay. I’m off. I’ll call you if I have any problems.”

“Please do as little as possible. I don't want to come back to find that my company has been bilked of all its assets because the Founder had a field day and decided to buy a Thai island or something."

“Ooh, good idea!” Lorena chuckled. “Kidding, only kidding. Don’t be so serious. I’ll see you soon.”

Lorena turned to go, then approached Will, drawing closer for a kiss. It felt weird to be the shorter one, the one being kissed rather than the kisser, and the feeling of electricity radiated from Will’s lips to his nipples, and even down his legs to his crotch. Wow! What was that?   

“Bye,” Lorena said, trying to bring his voice down to a more masculine register.

“Bye,” Will swooned, trying to understand how he was feeling as he watched his body walk out the door.
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The next few hours passed pleasantly enough. Will sat around the hotel until the clothes arrived. When the knock came at the door, Will waited a few moments and then checked the hallway. Parcels had appeared full of clothes. He spread them all out on the bed, tearing into them one by one. The dresses were all impossibly slutty and revealing, and Will decided Lorena had specifically chosen them to humiliate him. Then he wondered whether that was true. A man would object to showing this much skin, appearing this vulnerable. But women didn’t think that way. Maybe she thought Will would enjoy showing his new body off.

He decided that he had to have a shower first before he could contemplate which of the outfits to put on. He could feel his heart beating as he made his way to the shower, anticipating seeing his naked body in the mirror, touching his own soft, delicate flesh.

“I have to get this over with,” Will said aloud, trying to psych himself up to complete the task of bathing himself. He pulled the NYU sweatshirt off first, watching his hair cascading over his face and his breasts as pulled it up and over. He stood there, admiring himself for a moment. The two round orbs of skin were perfectly nestled inside the cups of his bra. Can’t shower with a bra on, he thought. He reached behind him and unhooked the clasp that held his boobs in place. The cups slid off, but he noticed with wonder how they barely even sagged. Lorena had some amazing tits, Will knew well. But even though he’d registered how sexy her tits were before, it was only with a flood of endorphins surging through his male mind. Now that they were on him, the appreciation he had for the breasts was completely different. He felt proud of them.

He cupped one breast experimentally, feeling the nipple rise against the palm of his slender hand. He suddenly felt the urge to slide the other hand between his legs. But something stopped him. Better not enjoy this too much, he thought. All of this is only temporary. Better to stick to the plan and do what he had to do, Will decided.

Sliding off the sweatpants and panties he was wearing, Will couldn't help but look with fascination on his hairy bush. The smell of his damp sex lingered in the room as he stepped into the shower. Now there was a whole new set of sensations. The cold water falling on his breasts made him shiver and shake. Even once the water heated up, goosebumps still rose from his porcelain flesh. He did his best to wash up, cleaning everywhere without enjoying it too much. He managed to scrub his vagina clean with a washcloth, though he almost broke down and used his hand.

Finally clean, Will wrapped a towel around his rosebud nipples and went back to puzzle over what to wear again. All of it was wildly inappropriate for daytime wear and made him look like a 'lady of the night,' which, he had to remind himself, he technically was. Lorena earned her money servicing men like him, so what other kind of wardrobe was she expected to have?

After changing into some fresh underwear, he decided finally on a form-fitting blue dress with large slits cut at the waist and back, to reveal stripes of skin beneath the garment. He never felt so exposed. He could imagine the men who would be staring at his ass and hips, the attention they'd pay to the amount of cleavage this dress revealed. Without warning, flashes of the crotches of these men cycled through his head. Will could see the outlines of their growing erections pressing against the fabric of their slacks. Will licked his lips reflexively.

“What am I doing?!” Will cried aloud, letting out a plaintive, girlish wail. The billionaire who’d developed some of the world’s greatest technologies was now standing in a hotel dressed like a harlot, with a body made for sin and a mind that drifted towards decidedly feminine urges. So, what else could happen?
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Will waited in the hotel room for hours. Eventually, the hairdresser came knocking. Utterly clueless about how to respond to the question, "So, what are we doing here?" Will told the woman with about a dozen piercings and a Farrah Fawcett t-shirt to exercise her best judgment. The result was fairly remarkable. Will even thought so himself. He may have known nothing about hairstyling, but he knew what looked good. If he’d been Will Bates, which at the moment he was not, he would certainly have appreciated walking in the door to find Lorena styled and primped the way that he was now.

But as soon as Lorena walked in the door, he could sense something was different. It was the way that she moved; more confident and masculine. There was a swagger about this new Lorena that filled Will with apprehension. Maybe his mistress was enjoying her new role as him just a little too much.

“Hey, baby,” Lorena said, now without any hint of feminine affect. 

“How did it go today?” Will asked.

“Oh, fine. You know. Things have a tendency to run themselves around the office, don’t they?”

“Not really. How was Belinda?”

“She gave me some quizzical looks, but mostly she did her best to avoid me. I think she probably realizes that something is amiss. But then, it shouldn’t come as a total surprise. She must have expected that something would be changing.”

“What do you mean?”

“I had an interesting conversation with Narcissa today.”

“Who?” Will asked.

“Your sister-in-law.”

“My sister-in-law? You mean Vicki? The one who calls herself a witch?”

“She introduced herself as Narcissa,” Lorena replied.

"Yes, of course, she did. Crazy old bat. How could you possibly have had a conversation with her? Belinda doesn't even get along with her."

“Well, it seems that she’s made a truce with her baby sister for the sake of taking you down. And she’s enlisted my help.”

“What? Take me down? What are you talking about?” 

“She stepped in and explained everything so clearly. I hadn’t seen it before, but now I realize that the two of us switching bodies was no accident. It was magic, and it worked.”

Will couldn’t deny that something magical was going on. He was standing there in his mistress’s body, wearing a skimpy little outfit dolled up like a harlot. That was proof enough. But could the source of this magical power really be Will’s sister-in-law from Albany who, as far as he knew, had never held down a job in her life?

“Wait, hold on. If Narcissa, or whatever she’s calling herself now, is the one who switched us, then she can switch us back, right?”

"It's funny that you mention that because I had the same thought. But then Narcissa got me thinking, do I really want to go back? I've been given a golden opportunity here. I've become the richest man in the world, here. Do I really want to give that back so easily?"

“Lorena–” Will said. But she cut him off.

“No, sweetie. Not anymore. You can call me Will. Or maybe, just for fun, try calling me master.” 

“Lorena, don’t do this,” Will said. He could feel a chill run up his spine.

"It's already done, dear," Lorena said. "It's been decided. Narcissa made me an offer. She would switch me back for free if that's what I wanted. Or, I could stay Will Bates for the low, low price of $5 million. With my net worth, it's a drop in the bucket."

“You didn’t,” Will said, stomach sinking.

“I did,” Lorena said. “I hardly even had to think about it. Sure, I was frightened this morning. But that was only until I realized what this body could do. Jerking off? I tried it in the bathroom this morning, and I think I’m going to like being the one with a dick for a change. It made me feel, I don’t know, powerful. Of course, the money helps.”

“I...you don’t need to do this. I can pay you. I can give you money.”

“No, you can’t. The money is in the name of Will Bates, not Lorena Sedwick. You can’t offer me anything that the witch hasn’t already given me. But I can give you some money to help you through this difficult transition. If you’re willing to do something for me, that is.”


7. 

Knock, knock.

Will smiled. He loved that sound. Now that he was a man, the one in control, the one in charge he could enjoy how powerful it had made Will feel.

"Come in," Will called. She was wearing the same slutty outfit that Will had bought for her hours earlier, but still, the recreation of the scene they'd share just a day before was nearly perfect. Except of course that now their roles were reversed. Lorena entered, eyes glued to the floor, arms hugging her chest defensively.

“Oh, she’s nervous,” Will teased. “Don’t be. You look amazing. Did I tell you that?”

Lorena shook her head.

“Those should have been the first words out of my mouth,” Will said. “Come over here.”

Lorena smiled shyly, happy for the compliment but resisting it too.

“You’re going to like being a girl,” Will said. “Trust me. It’s more fun than you can imagine.”

“Lorena, please,” the slender little thing in the skin-tight dress protested.

“None of that,” Will chided. “From now on, you’re Lorena. The quicker you get used to that, the smoother all of this is going to go for you. Understand?”

“What do I need to do?” Lorena asked meekly.

“You know perfectly well,” Will said evenly. “Don’t be afraid. You’ll excel at this, I know you will. You just need to relax and not think too much about it. Do that, and you’ll be just fine.”

Will spread his legs apart, feeling his excitement rise as the blood rushed to his new, massive cock. Lorena looked away embarrassed.

“What’s wrong? You’re not even looking at it. It’s not like it’s going to bite you. Go ahead. Touch me.”

Lorena hesitated, biting her lip.

“Listen, I know that you’re horny right now. I could reach under your skirt and feel your wet pussy right now if I wanted to. I had that body for twenty-seven years. I know what it likes. This–” Will grabbed his cock for emphasis. “This is what it likes. Don’t fight it.”

"This is too weird," Lorena protested. "I won't do it."

"Okay, well how about the money? You need this money, sweetheart. Because you blow through what you make just as fast as you get it. Well, technically that was me, but it doesn't really matter now, does it?"

Lorena bit her lip, looking at Will’s cock fighting against the fabric of his expensive tailored slacks. A sly smile crossed her lips. Getting down on her knees, Lorena prepared to take his manhood in her mouth. The same manhood that until yesterday had been her own.

Carefully, she undid Will’s fly, pulling out his massive rod. Lorena’s eyes lit up as she looked at him. It was both familiar and completely brand new. She slipped his tip past her lips and begin working his shaft with vigor.

“MMMMmmm” she hummed, feeling the girth of his rod on her tongue. Lips smacking, she sucked him deeper into her, pressing her lips against his smooth hardness.

Her breath, the warmth of her wet mouth, all of it aroused Will and made him want so badly to fuck her pussy for the first time. To take her virginity in a sense. But that he would leave to another man. He wasn’t possessive. He had all of her now, he knew that. He possessed her in the way that a man possesses a woman and which a woman can only hope to get back from him. But she could never have him completely. She knew that now. He could feel the pressure beginning to build. It was soon, he knew. But it would be alright. When he came, it would be a massive load.

Lorena squealed when the cum hit her tongue. Eagerly, she began to suckle on Will’s dick with a feverish thirst. Once she had tickled the last drop from his hole, she let his giant member slide out of her mouth.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, half to herself. “That’s what cum tastes like?”

“Mmm-hmm,” Will replied. “You like it?”

Lorena went red, amazed at herself. “Yeah,” she said. “I love it.”

“Well, you’re going to get a lot more. You forgot to text Mark, didn’t you?”

Lorena’s eyes went wide.

“How did you know that?” she asked.

“The witch told me. Not to worry, girly. You’re going to get plenty more cum tonight.”


8.

Lorena checked her makeup in the reflection on her phone, making sure there was no lingering cum on her teeth. Okay, she was ready. She knocked at the door.

A man in a tight-fitting shirt answered. He was swarthy, handsome, and ripped as hell.

“Hey, Lorena. Good to see ya,” he said.

“Listen, I’ve got my friend Liam here, and he likes to party too. Think if I doubled your rate, you could take both of us at the same time?”

She felt a tingling in her nipples and her pussy was getting wetter by the minute.

“Yeah,” she said. “I think we can work something out.”

“Alright then,” Mark said. “Come on in and join us.”

****

Lorena was drenched in sweat, down on all fours and taking it from both directions. Mark's cock in her mouth and her friend's dick penetrating her tight new pussy made her feel like the new woman she was. She loved the taste of dick skin, the smell of cock on her breath after it was finished. But she could hardly focus her attention on Mark while she was getting railed, penetrated harder and faster with each stroke. Lorena thought Will had been big, but this guy was enormous. She wanted the pounding to continue, spreading her further, penetrating deeper inside her.

The two men teased each other, daring the other one to hold out longer. In the end, though, Mark was the one who came first, blasting her in the face while she was moaning with pleasure at the treatment she was getting from Liam's huge shaft. She grinned at the facial he was giving her, crying out as Liam's dam burst and she was seeded inside. It was rough, and it was nasty, and she wanted every bit of it. Every inch of her body felt alive as she was flooded with endorphins. She panted as she came back down from the rush of adrenaline coursing through her. She contemplated giving back the money. It was so little, relatively speaking. She'd enjoyed it just as much as the boys had. But that would be strange. Besides, she felt good about taking it. She had earned it, and she was going to treat herself with it.


9.

“Please don’t tell anyone we switched,” were the first words out of Lorena’s mouth when she met up with Will at the hotel room again.

“Don’t worry, honey,” Will said. “I wouldn’t dream of it.”

Lorena felt sore in places that she’d never felt before. She was aching from the pounding she had taken, but her pussy was still wet from the stimulation it had received for the first time. But while she was satisfied for now, she longed for that hunger that had driven her hours before to be railroaded by two men at once would return again. She’d never wanted sex this bad as a man, nor had she imagined that it could feel so good. All along, she’d thought that the greatest thrills in life could be found in the board room or the workshop, but now she knew that being bent over and penetrated long and hard was the greatest satisfaction she could receive.

“So, is my little sissy whore satisfied with the trade?” Will asked.

Lorena nodded shyly.

"Hmm, well, I guess that the witch's curse didn't really serve as punishment after all. Everything worked out well for both of us. Though, I can't speak for Belinda."

“You’ll take care of her, won’t you?” Lorena asked. “She’s a good woman, really.”

“Of course, baby. I’ll take good care of her, the way I did you tonight. But you’ll always be my special one. You’ll always be first.”

Will smacked Lorena playfully on the ass. She giggled at the gentle little swat.

“Your money’s already transferred into your account,” Will said on his way out the door. “I’ll call my only girl on the side in a couple of days, okay?”

“Okay,” Lorena repeated, watching Will walk out the door and thinking wistfully about when he would return.


The End


Instagirl

“This will never work,” I say.

“Try it and see,” Vanessa. “They may take you.”

“How?” I ask.

“Maybe they’re really desperate for movers. Maybe they’ll take anyone.”

I make the call, waiting to hear the other voice on the end of the line.

“Hello, Andre’s Movers.’

“Uh, yes. Hello, sir.” I say, trying to make my voice sound deeper and manlier than it actually is. “I’m calling about the ad you put on Craigslist for a mover.”

“Uh-huh.”

“Well, I’m him,” I say, convincing neither of us.

“I see,” he says. “And are you at least eighteen years old?”

Actually, I'm twenty, but I'm often confused with a fourteen-year-old because I'm so slight and skinny. I tell him I'm of age, then inevitably the question I've been dreading is asked–

“Son, we’ve got to move a lot of heavy furniture. Do you think you can handle carrying up to 75 pounds?”

“By myself?” I squeal, my voice cracking.

"I don't think this job is for you," he says. "Maybe get a job at the movie theatre or something. I had that job when I was about your age."

“Yeah,” I say. “I’ll think about it. Thanks.”

I hang up. Well, that went as expected.

“What did he say?” Vanessa asks.

“He says I should work at the movie theatre and leave moving to the real men.”

"He didn't say that," she chides. Vanessa is probably the best friend I've ever had, and she can read me when I'm exaggerating.

“He might as well have. He could tell right away just from hearing my voice that I was a scrawny geek with no muscle mass and absolutely no business doing anything that involves physical labor.”

She goes to the tea to make us both a cup of Earl Grey. It’s my favorite when I’m sick, or just feeling shitty. Like now.

“Well, Brian, he does have a point. You’re no He-Man.”

“I know that. I was the one who didn't want to even call him, remember? Now, what am I supposed to do to make rent?"

When we found this place, I thought it would be easy enough to come up with $850 a month between the two of us, but it’s proven harder than expected. I lost my job four months ago, which by the way was at the movie theatre, and now I’m deeply in debt to Vanessa. She’s too nice to say anything, but she’s worried. She can’t keep spotting me forever and the rent has to be in by the fifth. That’s ten days away.

“You could get a job at the mall,” she suggests.

“Oh, yeah. Tons of growth opportunities there.”

“My friend Jenna works at Bath and Body works.”

“They only hire girls,” I say. “Sexy girls, like her.”

“That’s not true,” Vanessa protests.

“Come on, Vanessa,” I say. “Girls have an advantage that I just can’t match as a guy.”

“Uh, are you seriously suggesting that we’re the more privileged sex?”

"Yes!" I say. "Okay, not in everything. But when it comes to getting jobs, beauty trumps every time. Name me one hot girl who has trouble making rent?"

“You’re being a baby. It’s not really that bad. You wouldn’t like being a girl who works at one of those places. They get hit on constantly by the weirdest guys.”

“Beats sleeping on a bus bench,” I say. The tea kettle whistles. Vanessa snaps off the burner and goes to retrieve our favorite mugs. Unicorns with rainbows. I enjoy mine ironically, of course.

“You’re not going to be sleeping on a bench. We’ll figure something out. We always do.”

“Thanks,” I say, not at all convinced but sensing that my bitching has passed the point of being quirky and is approaching that repellent level of self-loathing. I take my tea, holding it while I wait for it to steep. “I just wish there was some way to make money without getting a job.”

“Yeah, it’s too bad you’re not a girl or there would be a way to help you–”

“What do you mean?” I say.

“Forget it. It doesn’t apply to you. It’s just that I’ve heard of girls who get paid for–”

“Sex?” 

“No! Just posting pictures of themselves. Not even nude. Sugar daddies, that kind of thing.”

“See what I’m saying? Working or staying home, girls have the advantage.”

“Hold on,” she says, sizing me up. “You could do it.”

“Do what?” I ask.

“Post photos of yourself.”

“What?” I balk. “Who’s going to pay for pictures of me?”

“Well, not the way you are now. But if we dress you up as a girl–”

“Oh, no,” I say. “Forget it.”

“Why not? It’s perfect. You said yourself that girls have the advantage, so why not take it for yourself?”

“Because I’m not a girl, and no one would believe that I was one.”

“I dunno,” she says, “you’ve got nice legs. All we’d need to do is shave them, find you some cute outfits. We wouldn’t even need to buy anything. I’ve got a whole closet full of clothes.”

“No way,” I say. “Not gonna happen. I’ve got my dignity to think about.”

“And what exactly is so undignified about being a woman?”

“Nothing, if you are one,” I say. “But come on, it would never work. I’d be recognized as a guy immediately. There’s no way I could pass as a girl for real.”

“They’re just pictures,” Vanessa says. “It’s not like you’d have to be in front of people. We’ll do it right here. I’ll obscure your face. No one will even have to know it’s you.”

I have to admit, the plan is sounding at least a little more plausible. I spent my teenage years cursing my skinny body and slender frame. Maybe I can finally make use of these things after all?

“You promise not to show my face?”

“Of course, if you don’t want me to.”

“Alright,” I say. “I can’t believe I’m agreeing to this, but just once.”

Vanessa squeals. 

“You’ll make such a cute girl, Brianna. I can’t wait to get you dolled up. Come on!”

“Now?” I groan.

"Yes, now. Time's wasting so chop. It's time we got you sissified."

Continue reading by downloading Instagirl, available on Kindle Unlimited. Follow the link in the Books by this author section.
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Brian needs rent. Vanessa has a solution. Girls can make money from patrons on social media apps, so why can't Brian? Once he's good and sissified he'll make the cash he needs in no time. But what happens when a crossdressing photo shoot leads to something more? How far will 'Brianna' go to make the rent?

Changed by Magic: A Gender Swap Anthology

It's Lexi's thickest anthology ever! 5 stories of magical gender change from Lexi Twist. This twisted of tales is more than 69,000 words. That's more than pages for just $1 more than the purchase price of a single story!

Passing Phase

Daniel Benson loves two things: science and dressing as a sexy girl. His private time in the science lab after school lets him do both. But when he gets caught crossdressing by a studly classmate, ‘Daphne’ is forced to become his tutor. And while he may not be an ‘A’ student, Mateo is ready to give her his all every afternoon. Can Daniel maintain this double life as the girl he’s always wanted to be without anyone else finding out? And what does it mean when Mateo wants to make things between them official? High school passes by so fast that you’d better reach out and grab it while you can. The best memories of your life might just happen before graduation.

Nebula

Two men trapped alone on a ship on a mission to seed a distant planet with new life is torture. But a mysterious nebula has the solution. Terance watches in amazement as his engineer starts to develop breasts, long hair, round hips and a pert little ass. What’s more, Cailin seems eager for the changes– and the new feminine urges that come with them. 

When the pair transforms from mm to mf, Terance finally gets the hottie he’s longed for. But what about his mission? Can he fight the urge to sample his friend’s new curvy, fertile body? Especially when she’s just as desperate for sexual release as he is? Where would you boldly go if you knew you were a million lightyears from getting found out? There’s more than one way for the cosmos to get seeded.

He Didn't Know

Anastasia is through with men. After a terrible first date with a total asshole, she’s ready to call it quits for good. But when a set of lost house keys leads her to an encounter with a studly neighbor, she has a choice to make. She can blow him off and keep the big, thick secret she’s keeping between her legs, or she can take a risk and expose who she really is. Duncan seems totally straight, and also totally hot. Is there any chance he might just accept a girl like her? And if he does, where will it lead? Sometimes getting locked out opens new doors! 

Author’s Note: This is a realistic story of a trans girl and a straight guy. Enjoy!


The Babysitter

Stuck in a loveless marriage, Jonathan comes home one day to find that his wife has hired a new babysitter. She’s a buxom blond from Russia who reminds Jonathon of his manhood. But his wife teases him that he’d better stay away. Sascha has got a big, thick secret between her legs. But instead of being turned off, Jonathan quickly becomes obsessed with her, and finds out that the feeling is more than mutual for Sascha. They say cheaters never prosper, but what about when Jonathan’s wife gets in on the action? Sometimes all that a marriage needs is for both partners to take a common interest in something– or someone. Sascha is going to have her hands full!
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